Dare Me 


Author: LoverOfRock_Ol 

Bands: Alter Bridge 

Characters: Myles Kennedy, Mark Tremonti, Scott Phillips, Brian Marshall 
Relationships: Myles Kennedy/Mark Tremonti 

Rating: Non-Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Nov 03 2022 13:16:02 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little fluffy Mark/Myles Oneshot :) 


The first thing Myles thought when he met him was that Mark was one hell of a guitar player he could never 
imitate. The talent that man had was so immense that the lanky singer shyly waited for his arrogance and ego 
to come out while auditioning, fearing that he wouldn't be good enough for that admittedly handsome but so 
much more gifted guy. 


But he had been proven wrong. The first time he spoke to Mark he knew that he was just introduced to the 
most humble man he had ever met. And when Mark started to do everything he could to make him feel 
comfortable and welcome in the new band they were forming out of the remains of the guitarists last band, 


his heart just melted and the younger man became even more loveable and attractive in the singer's eyes. 


When they finally first tried to write a song together and noticed that they got along like a house on fire, they 
grew so impossibly close that Myles almost thought they were one person with the same thoughts. Their 
relationship status of best friends was sealed that day and Myles loved the new dynamics between them. He 


was just scared that the feelings he had hidden all the time would eventually get out and ruin it all if they 
decided to grow further. 


‘ts bullshit ', he told himself over and over again, ‘I'm not attracted to him and I'm most definitely not in love 


with him! 
It was the overabundance of affection that proved him otherwise in the end. 


Whenever there was any kind of reason for being closer than normal, Myles knew there would be warm open 
arms from his best friend and guitarist to lean into. And he loved it. He couldn't deny that anymore. 


He loved the comforting Mark scent that was always present on every single one of his shirts and sweaters 
and he loved the strength in Mark's arms when he pulled him into his embrace, making him feel like nothing 


could ever get to him and hurt him anymore. 


He loved to nuzzle into that small crook between the guitarists shoulder and neck, putting his face against the 


warm soft skin and breathing in that unique scent once again. 


He loved the look of adoration in the warm greenish-brown eyes whenever they were fixed on him and he 
loved the combination of gorgeous features on his opponent's face, those eyes, the light beard, and those soft- 
looking rosy lips. 


And after some time of their friendship evolving into such a close friendship that they were always only at 
arm's length from each other, he noticed that he didn't want to keep looking at those invitingly perfect lips 
that always carried a smile whenever he focused on Myles. He wanted to know what they felt like on his own, 
he wondered how they would taste, he wondered- 


"Myles? Come on buddy, truth or dare?" 


The singer snapped out of his daydreams at the voice addressing him, reminding him of the current situation 
he was in. They were indeed sitting in the bus lounge after another greatly accomplished show, playing that 
stupid high school party game over a few beers, even though they were only four people. He didn't know who 
had started it anymore but he remembered that he eventually agreed on playing after the other three had 
insisted that they wanted to know more about him since they already knew each other since their early 


twenties. 


He was sitting next to Flip with Mark opposite of him and Brian next to the guitarist, the empty beer bottle 
they used to spin pointing towards him while Brian looked at him expectantly, making him guess correctly that 
it was indeed his turn. Running a hand through his long brown hair he bit his lip, thinking intensely about what 


to choose. 


"Truth 


"Alright then. Have you ever been kissed by a guy? And if not, did you wonder what it would be like?" 


Myles was completely thrown by that question, a deep red blush rushing to his cheeks immediately due to his 
previous thoughts. He quickly lowered his head to hide his crimson face from the others but his bandmates 
directly noticed what was up. 


"Really Myles? Who?", Brian asked enthusiastically, the singer immediately wanting to sink into the ground 
beneath him. Why did they have to bring that one up? But he chose to be true to his friends instead of lying 


and took a deep breath before answering. 
‘Ive never been kissed by one but | can't say I've never wondered about it" 


"Who? Do we know him?", Brian tried to steal more information but it was to no use, Myles’ lips were tightly 
sealed. Letting his flustered gaze glide upwards again he was met with Mark's adoring eyes that curiously 
looked at him with a light shining from within that he couldn't quite place. He wondered if it was obvious to the 
others or at least to Mark who was on his mind whenever he thought of another guy kissing him. But he 
chose to snap out of it, spinning the bottle and watching it come to a halt pointing at Flip who immediately gave 


him his whole attention 


"Truth or dare, Flip?", he managed to get out with a hoarse voice, clearing his throat quickly to get it back to 
normal. He still felt Mark's eyes on his skin and tried his very best to not look up at him but instead focus on 
Flip and his answer. 


"IIl go with truth, too. | have absolutely no desire to stand up right now", the drummer finally replied, gaining 


chuckles from every one of his mates at that lazy answer. 


"Well, would you mind it if one of us would get together with another male person? No false assumptions here, 
I'm not gay, but | just wanted to know if you tolerate these kinds of things", he finally asked with a small 
chuckle, not missing how the expression on Mark's face changed to a frown. Not knowing what to make of that 
he quickly glanced over to him, their eyes locking in a confused but intense gaze. Flip's voice finally pulled them 
out of it again. 


"Well, | myself am not gay but | have absolutely nothing against the concept or whatever you wanna call it. | 


would probably have to get used to it though if one of you would regularly show up with another guy in his 
lap. 


Myles let out a breath he didn't notice he had been holding and nodded to indicate Flip's turn was over, leaning 
back against the backrest of the couch he was sitting on and watching as the drummer spun the bottle, the 
neck of it pointing directly at Mark. 


„Truth or dare?" 


The guitarist fiddled with his fingers for a bit, absently glancing at the singer with an expression of longing 
that Myles couldn't quite place. He had looked at him like that quite a lot lately and whenever Myles asked him 
about it, he said that he was simply happy and only wanted a Myles-cuddle to be even happier. At first, Myles 
had just given him that cuddle he'd asked for and believed him, not caring about anything else but being close 
to his loving and caring best friend. The singer didn't buy it anymore though. There was something else the 
guitarist wasn't telling him. 


When Mark finally decided to answer, the singer's heart started to flutter for some reason, his mind trying to 
ignore it quite desperately. 


„Dare me, man." 


„Well, don't you wanna help our poor litle singer over here to make up his mind about whether he would like 


another man's kiss?" 


Myles' eyes widened immediately at that request, his throat going dry while his cheeks burned with a pretty 
blush. He couldn't believe that there would soon be an opportunity to get a taste of what he had wanted for 
so long. Only if Mark accepted his dare, that was. 


„Alright, l'm fine with that as long as Myles is okay with it, too", the guitarist stated after a while, Myles just 
nodding numbly with no words being able to form in his throat, his body not being able to move in any way 
when he saw how Mark encouraged Brian and Flip to stand up so that he could get off the bench he'd been 
sitting on and swap places with the drummer that had been occupying the spot next to the flustered singer. 


It only seemed to come to his mind what was about to happen when the guitarist wrapped one of his warm 
strong arms around his waist, pulling him closer into his embrace and locking his eyes on Myles’ blue ones. The 
singer didn't know how to act at all, slightly shaking hands trying to get a hold of Mark's strong shoulders and 
the guitarist noticed his struggles, gently placing a palm on his rapidly reddening cheek 


"Hey, Mylo, we don't have to do this if it makes you uncomfortable. We can stop this game right now if you 
want", he whispered with a gentle voice, searching the singer's eyes for some kind of answer. But Myles just 
shook his head in a negative, closing his eyes and letting himself fall into the feelings Mark's warm caring 
embrace evoked in him. He could feel the other man coming closer, eventually being able to feel the warm 
puffs of breath hitting his lips, indicating that they were moments away from doing what Myles had always 
dreamt of doing. Having one last hesitant moment, the singer leaned his forehead against the guitarist's, trying 


desperately to find accurate words. 
"Mark. |." 


But other than that there were no words able to leave his lips, his eyes closing on their own accord as Mark 
soothingly tangled one of his hands in the soft dark brown strands of the singer's hair, gently pulling him 


closer. 


"What is it?", the guitarist then tried again but Myles remained silent, instead tilting his head a little more to 
the side while one of his hands slid from Mark's shoulder to the back of his neck, urging him on to bring their 
lips together. After that obvious expression of approval, Myles finally felt the guitarists soft warm lips on his 
own, moving gently against his own. The singer sighed contently and let himself fall forward into Mark's strong 
arms, trying to get as close as he could since the guitarist didn't try to break off the contact as well. Just a 
short moment later he felt Mark's tongue slowly asking for entrance by a brush over his bottom lip that he 
gladly welcomed with his lips parting on their own accord while he himself started to unconsciously move so 


close that he eventually ended up in Mark's lap. 


Their tongues tangled in their own silent dance, the kisses growing longer and deeper by the second and the 
two of them drifting off into a different world more and more, Mark's hands having slipped beneath Myles’ 
shirt at the hips and Myles’ hands tugging impatiently at the neckline of Mark's shirt. The singer didn't know 
where they were going to go from there since they were obviously having some equal thoughts about being 
together like that, all he knew was that he didn't want to stop this at any cost. But Flip's confused voice forced 


them to break away from each other eventually. 
"Uh... guys? What is going on here?" 


The singer finally pulled back a little, looking straight into Mark's lust-blown pupils that made all his blood rush 
downwards, making him so dizzy that it was very difficult to answer. The sight of the guitarists red, slightly 
swollen lips did nothing to help that matter, and the fact that Mark's calloused fingertips still drew small 
circles onto the scorching hot, bare skin of his back definitely didn't calm the sudden fire in his pants either. 


Since both of them didn't answer, Flip tried to say something again but Brian interrupted him. 


"Seems like you unleashed some kind of beast right there, mate. This needed to be done such a long time ago 
though, l'm proud of you for actually jumping the gun on this one", he said to Flip with a chuckle, both Mark 
and Myles starting to blush furiously but smile equally as hard at the bassist's words while the drummer just 
looked back and forth between his three bandmates with his mouth agape like a fish out of water. 


"So.. Am | right when | assume it was me you thought of kissing?", Mark finally asked the gorgeous flustered 
man in his lap with a slightly hoarse voice, affectionately tucking a stray strand of dark brown hair behind 
Myles' ear while he waited for some kind of answer. The shy duck of his head and the flustered smile gave 
the guitarist all the answer he had needed, one hand immediately tangling in that soft mane of hair again to 
pull him into another soft kiss, the singer complying with a soft sigh against Mark's lips while he snuggled even 


closer. 


"Did it meet your expectations though?", the guitarist asked after he broke away again, Myles’ grin spreading 


widely across his face. 


"What do you think?" 


Mark grinned, too, at those soft words, tightening his embrace around the lanky singer even more while looking 
straight into those ocean-blue eyes. There was no one else but them at that moment in which they stayed 
locked in that gaze, getting lost in soft touches of affection, Myles leaning even closer towards his guitarist 
until their chests touched and he was consumed by that beloved Mark scent once again. Not expecting Mark to 
answer his question from before, the singer finally chose to say something himself. 

"It was perfect, Mark. As perfect as it feels when you kiss someone you have such indescribable feelings for." 
Mark gasped sharply at that statement, searching Myles‘ gaze again while pondering over what to say to that. 
"You.. Did you just say you have feelings for me?" 

"| didn't say that", Myles answered with a shy smile, his cheeks reddening, even more, when he felt the gentle 
caresses of Mark's calloused fingertips on his back picking up again. The guitarist's expression changed to one 
of confusion at that answer, he trying to figure Myles' thoughts and feelings out in some way. But he didn't 
need to think any further when he heard the soft words that left the singer's mouth in a beautiful sound. 

"| said | love you." 

"I love you, too, Mylo", Mark replied with no hesitation, happiness flooding his body when he saw how Myles’ 
eyes started to sparkle with wonder and excitement. Not hesitating at all, Mark pulled the gorgeous singer into 
another soft kiss, closing his eyes and tangling his fingers in the velvety strands of Myles hair. 


They however got pulled out of their moment again by their bandmates’ clapping. 


A little confused they broke the kiss, Myles resting his head against Mark's chest while looking at their 


bandmates who smiled from ear to ear. 
"So, is this going to be a regular sight from now on?" 


Mark just grinned and pulled the smaller man closer, closing his eyes while burying his nose in the flower- 
scented hair and listening to Myles' soft breathing. 


"I really hope so. Mark?", the singer finally whisper-asked his guitarist in return, giggling when Mark tightened 


his embrace around him and placed a soft kiss on the top of his head before answering, too. 


"| would absolutely love that, Mylo." 


